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INTRODUCTION 


I first met Jean in the latter part of 2006 after growing up 
in Colorado and then moving to Wilmington, North Car- 
olina. I met him at the church I attend, and after sharing a 
conversation about our love of music and poetry, he began 
to invite me to poetic events around town. Jean with a 
“J”,—as I came to know him—was, has always been, and 
still is a major contributor to the Wilmington writing and 
poetry scene. He knows everyone, has been published in 
stacks upon stacks of local and non-local publications, and 
is always putting something together or talking about po- 
etry. I was not only introduced and networked very quickly 
because of him, but I also gained a mentor. Though it was 
never official, Jean encouraged me and expressed his appre- 
ciation of my skills by asking for my input on different po- 
etry projects. 

So it was my great pleasure to be asked by Jean to se- 
lect the poems for his new book. I was familiar with his 
more recent publications, but it was not until I read practi- 
cally the complete documented history of Jean’s poems, 
published and unpublished, that I really got to know him. 
After some long nights and then some longer nights and 
much deep thought, I picked the poems that I believe not 
only best reflect Jean but are personally meaningful to me. 
Most of you know him from his later work, and some of 
those poems are included, but I dug deep! 

And what I found was a man who wrote honestly and 
insightfully, a poet of expression in every literal sense of 
the word. He can’t help what he does; it is part of his life, 
and he has chosen to share it. 

—Ryan DaviD MILLER 
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IN THE DREAM 
In the dream, 
Tm back in Eckhart Mines, western Maryland. 


My father had purchased an old terraced motel 
over an abandoned coal mine. 


In his dreams, 
he saw his family helping him run the motel, 
a business to buoy him to retirement and beyond. 


We could walk up into the Appalachian foothills— 
of, to me, the humped backs of whales covered by trees. 


In the dream, 

I’m cutting grass at the back of the motel. 

My father is there, my mother is there, 

my two brothers are there, and we're all happy. 


But the reality was something else. 


My one brother ate at McDonald’s all the time; he was never 
home. 
He worked on his car. He hung out with his girlfriend. 


My other brother suffered my mothet’s titades 

and my father’s long, indifferent silence. 

He had his own room at the bottom of the motel, 

and he lived a life there I knew nothing about. 

My mother treated him like a foundling, a boarding servant. 
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My father later learned the new highway wouldn’t pass the 
motel. 

(He could have figured this out with a little research, 

but he had paid for it in cash on first sight.) 


He got a job at Radio Shack to supplement our income 

and watched the motel by himself at night, 

defying a young robber until a gun was produced; 

then he handed over the cash (knowing we couldn’t go on 
without him) and later testified against the thief 

and had him sent to a reform camp in the woods. 


My father played chess with me until I could beat him; 
then we switched to Columbo (partially dependent on dice). 


My mother stayed in her room. 
We'd moved from the city where she’d had diversions 
aplenty. 
My father told me she was going through menopause. 
They slept in separate rooms. My mother became paranoid, 
and accused my one brother of sneaking into her 
bedroom daily. 


I ate at school. I avoided my family. 

I hung out at a friend’s house, and we played war games. 

In high school I started playing football, which helped me 
off the field 

where I got a girlfriend, sang with the chorus, and even 
tried out for plays. 
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Then my father told me he had sold the motel. We were 
moving, 

and whatever successes I had stacked up came tumbling 
down. 


Yet I still have that dream 

in which I’m cutting the grass 

while my mother hangs clothes 

and my father and brothers play volleyball— 

a family together, united, a vision which only occurred 
in real life after my father died. 


I hope that when I enter Heaven 

I will find my family in a white-terraced motel 

above an old abandoned coal mine, 

the back lawn of that mountain emerald green, 

the sun shining on my laughing father, mother, brothers, 
and I start up the mower to cut the grass, thinking 


how glad I am to be here, 
how glad that this is this. 
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I have the greatest 
fear 

watching the birds 
fall 

from your hands, 
listening 

to your voice 

on the phone: 
punctuated with pauses, 
uncertainties, 

about my 

coming back. 

Why do those birds 
fall 

from your hands? 
Why? 

Am I one of them? 
An angel trapped 
like the many angels 
trapped 

by the boys 

riding the motorcycles 
of Djakarta? 

What brings 

me 

to your 

What brings 

those pigeons 

to those boys’ hands 


THE BIRDS OF DJAKARTA 


in Djakarta? 

Something in the hands. 
Surely, it must be that: 
something 

in the hands. 
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ST. JOHN, FORT FISHER, AND THE FEEDING TANK 


Revelation 20:13 
They watch us, 
instead 
of the other way 


around. Who knows why? 
They prefer fish 
fed from a stick. 


Only Shiva 
understood their 
true need. 


God’s creatures 
(70% smell, 90% instinct), 
they watch with no wonder, 


just hunger. 
Even in radiation-infested 


seas, 
they will wait, 
calmly chewing 


on our ash. 


“And the sea gave up the dead which were in it.” 
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IN BETWEEN 


Somewhere in between the magazine graphs 
and the generals’ maps, 

a gray figure in a huddled coat 

sleeps alone 

on a cold street, 

and the clothes 

of a brown-skinned girl 

with eyes that see uniformed men all the time 
lay in a grass hut in shreds, 

and I know that 

no matter what the politicians say... 
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For B,J., My BROTHER 


Our lives 

lie scattered like so much dust, 
grains of sand 

thrown against a person’s face 
at a windy seashore, 

each pebble 

a person’s life. 

Our lives 

thrown like dust 

from the rear tire 

of a passing car... 

one minute we are alive, 

the next dead. 

Our whole lives 

a series of photographs, 

and what do we leave behind 
when we go? 

Old memories gone to dissipate 
in the moldering remains 

of an abandoned cemetery. 

My brother lies dead 

from AIDS in a North Carolina prison. 
I cannot afford to bury him, 
and my other brother will not help pay 
for a funeral. 

So my brother will be disposed 
by the state 

in a crematorium 

or used by doctors 
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to practice their sutures. 

My father’s ashes lie buried 

in a military cemetery 

near Camp Lejune, North Carolina, 

and what is his legacy? 

My memories, his other children’s 
memories, some yellowing slides, 

several World War IT campaign 

medals, a plaque from the American 
Legion, and a series of photographs. 

| have my brother’s possessions from the prison: 
ihey include sticks of gum 

and a pair of tennis shoes. 

After my father’s funeral, I received 

enough money from his insurance 

io buy myself a pair of tennis shoes. 

My father’s trailer park was paved over 

io build a pawnshop, his motel in Maryland 
replaced by a parking lot, 

and my mother’s house, 

repossessed. 

She now stays in a nursing home. 

What are we? 

What is our legacy? Where 

will we end out lives? 

In a hospital bed—alone 

except for the prison guard 

sent to keep watch over us? 

Will we die in a nursing home of renal failure? 
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All we are, all we really are, 

and all we ever will be 

are the memories 

we leave behind: 

my brother getting me drunk, 

on my 18th birthday and 
wrestling me and beating me later that night, 
his strange presents, and his good 
but vainglorious intentions: 

too much desire but not enough 
common sense, more dreams 
than a workable plan. 

I miss you, B.J., 

for you remind me of what we 
should already know: 

our lives are scattered around us like 
so many photographs, 

one blink and, in a second, 

we're gone— 

like so many leaves of grass 
thrown and kicked up 

by a pair of tennis shoes, 

each piece of dust 

a complete 

life. 
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RIBBONS FLOW 


Ribbons flow 

with the passing sea 

to outstretched white sails in the horizon 
as warmth 

pulses 

with the beat 

of wings 

flashed still 

by the rays 

of the approaching dusk. 
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For SOPHIA 


My friend Scott said that after the birth of my first 
daughter, Sophie, 

or Sophia, which means wisdom in Greek, 

that I would have plenty of poems to write about her; 

but you know, I haven’t felt moved enough to do so. 

The miracle of her birth—of her physical presence, 

all six pounds, three ounces of her 

sleeping on my wite’s chest, or holding her in my arms— 

it’s all beyond words. 

From the moment I watched my wife push her, head out, 
into this world, I have been amazed. 


I had been there at the nursing home 

when my father was dying, when I was told 

he would die within twenty-four hours, 

when he was in an almost coma-like state. 

I have seen that before. 

I have seen the end of life, where we will all go. 


But on Sophia’s birthday, I realized 

life is more than death. 

Life is birth and watching Sophia flop into the doctor’s 
hands. 

It is my wife’s face when she touched our daughter for the 
first time 

I saw the full cycle, and at that moment, 

I realized: life is here by grace, 

a wonderful gift we are fortunate enough to be given 

if only we can accept it with a smiling face. 
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How ONE FATHER FEELS TO HOLD HIS SON 


For Nicholas 

How one father feels to hold his son— 

typing on a keyboard in front of a computer 

while his three-month-old son 

sits perched on his right knee, 

always on the edge of falling off, 

staring at everything, 

wanting to put his mouth on everything 

to taste life, 

squirming, a live 23-inch caterpillar. 

His smile is enough to melt my heart. 

How I wish he was not so cute. 

He cannot help himself: 

he cries when he’s hungry, 

he smiles when he’s happy, 

he needs to be taken care of. 

With a smile and body so vulnerable, 

how anyone could hurt a child is beyond me. 

How this boy will grow up I do not know. 

My own childhood had pleasant and unpleasant memorties. 

I pray his pleasant memories overshadow all his 
unpleasant ones. 

May his memories of his father be mostly good. 

May he outlive me as I outlived my own father. 

May my death occur in his own life when he can accept it as 
a part of life. 

May all his childhood memories be better than mine. 

May his life be better 

than mine or his grandfather's, 

and may all the joy we sought 

finally reach him. 
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WITNESS TO THE PROCESSIONAL 


He was there all right— 
by the edge of the corner 
what was left of him. 


They had torn most of his robes off 
and were still spitting at him. 


Heal us! they taunted. 


And he kept looking up, 
blood dribbling between cracked lips. 


He whispered something no one could hear, 
so someone bent down to listen. 

After several minutes 

he jumped and screamed, 


Heal yourselves! 
They tore him to pieces after that. 
I saw an old women open a piece of flesh 


with her bare hands. 


They kept screaming, 
We want God! 
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PRUFROCK BY THE SEA 


I have seen them all, skirts rising above 

my face at the foot of the stairs before 

class, their voices trailing into the backs 

of cars as they head for someone’s house. I have 
watched them all along the parking lot, stretched 
out in lines beyond my car at school, the 

same voices snickering when I turn my 

back to illustrate on the board, the same laughter I 
hear when I walk along the beach. I have 

seen them at the edge beyond the wave, and 

I have watched them claw each other to breathe. 
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LaDy LAZARUS TRIUMPHANT AND ASCENDING 


When I first met you, again, after your death, 
you were veiled like a bride of Solomon, 
but in reality, you were like a mummy, 
back from the dead, still grasping 

and breathing out life. 

My, how you have changed, sister. 

You are like Gregor Samsa’s sister now, 
flush & warm with life. 

The Vampire Lestat 

would fantasize of draining your throat, 
taking your life into his, 

your life 


for his. 


But you are more than that. 

You are more than a life regained, 

more than a survivor of life’s many horrors, 
all very real, very personal. 


No, my darling, to me, 

youare arisen, like Christ triumphant, 

like Lazarus come back from the dead, 

my cousin full of life again in the hospital bed, 
like Jesus, himself, come straight up from hell 
to the Father’s throne to regain 

His rightful place again 

at the right hand of the Father in heaven, 
intercessing on our behalf. 

You have just begun to take your place 

in ¢his life. 
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And all you men, beware, beware. 
This woman will rise up out of the ashes 
and eat men like air. 


Welcome back, kindred soul of the dead, 

be ready to be amazed 

as your new sycophant dreams of his life with you, 
you beast of burden, you ox, 

you giver and granter of strength and life. 


I am alive, you tell me, 


IT am alive! 


I respond with these words 
to your face and eyes: 


I know, 
I know. 
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Ir Is 


as if we were asleep all our lives. 

I have been planning on going out to eat, negotiating a con- 
tract, 

acquiring a pistol, buying a computer game, thinking about 
whom I love, and 

watching my father 

falling apart, losing his toes, limbs, one by one, 

with the end result inevitable 

and putting a good face on it all 

as if it were something to brush off— 

a toe, a foot, a leg. 

And my father says, “Have you had anything to eat?” 

And what can I say? 

“ating is less important to me than being with you.” 

And the doctor says, “Well, we’ve been through all this 
before,” 

and I say, “Yes.” 

And we calmly plan the stages of the fight, 

the whirlpools, the footbaths, the inevitable amputations, 

and the technician monitors my father’s arms, 

planning for the day when they, too, will be amputated, 

and all my dad will be is a stump 

with no more appendages to cut off. 

And my father tells me he isn’t a proud man, 

and what can I say to him? 

What am I to do after that? 

Go back to work, talk about girls? 

Nothing else matters 

but this realization. 

We are ships headed to destruction 
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ot, as Campbell says, 

cars that fall apart, 

and Campbell asks, 

“Who ate your 

The light bulb or the light that flows through it?” 
The Buddhists talk of no obstruction. 

The tea is still tea 

even after the cup breaks. 

After the body dies, 

the consciousness is still consciousness, 

the energy escapes back, 

of, as in the second law of thermodynamics, 
“nothing is created or destroyed,” 

it just changes form. 

“The Word was made flesh,” 

and when the flesh dies, 

when the clothes are removed, 

the Word is the Word after all, 

of is it? 
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TWO-THIRDS 


I dreamt myself 

there last night— 

in the land of the dead. 

I saw around the corners, 

behind the doors, 

the lakes, and the bright sunlight. 
I saw the dead basking in the sun, 
rowing their canoes on the lakes 
like Egyptians that speak to us 
from the center of the earth. 


According to Orpheus, 

my guide, 

“If you don’t keep moving in the land of the dead, 
you will forever stay in it.” 

He also said: 

“It is a race to get out, 

but everyone here 

just stands still.” 

And just as he whispered to me 
that I had been revealed 
two-thirds of the secrets 

of life and death, 

I awoke, 

for only the dead 

and the gifted know 

the missing third. 
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WOMEN ARE 


A thick rich purple— 

like velvet across your face, 

like clouds, 

like an elephant’s trunk, 

like the purple in books, 

like the purple of a storm, 

so thick it’s black 

and ready to cut into slivers 

that peel off like cut fingernails, 

falling from the sky into my hands like light 
to expose things, 

like a red brick house 

against lines of purple that crisscross against a sunlit sky. 
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ON THE JOY OF SPENDING MONEY 


I have always liked spending money. 
I really have— 

the idea of planning to buy 

things like computer games, 

pistols, etc— 

and yet, this month 

when I planned my budget 

there was all this money 

I couldn’t plan to spend. 

If I had bought something 

with this money, 

I would have bought something 

I really didn’t want, 

something that would have been a waste, 
like numerous things I have bought before, 
and I was asking myself, 

why is it 

that I have to buy something 

to be happy? 

I used to not like empty holes 

in bookshelves 

I always liked to fill them up. 

And T hate dirty dishes 

that lie unwashed. 

I always like things neat and tidy 
and to plan my life, my budget 

the same way— 

neat and tidy. 

But life isn’t that way. 
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There are things 

that are not neat and tidy, 
deaths and births, 

for example. 

The endings and beginnings 
of life 

usually have 

all sorts of complications 
as do 

most things 

in lite, 

and it’s taken me 

this long 

to realize 

this: 

to realize 

that the money, 

the spendiny, 

is a Symptom 

of something 

universal, 

a Craving, 

a desire 

for something more, 
something to merge with 
my childhood perhaps. 
I’ve been planning 

ou buying the Lord of the Kengs trilogy 


on video. 
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I’ve always liked going to other worlds, 
and generally, computer games 
can take me there, 

but they get played out, 

the problems get solved, 

and there are very few things 
that can be played 

over and over, 

continuously, 

with the same amount 

of enjoyment each time. 

And I guess what Pm trying 
to say 

is that 

I have emptiness, 

and Ive been trying to fill it up 
with money, 

religion, 

my past, 

and it won't do. 

Only writing cures it, 

only publishing secures it, 
and the fact that I don’t read 
and that others won’t read me 
doesn’t matter. 

For some reason, 

I’ve established purpose 

in writing. 

I’ve established sanity 

in writing, 

and I have to do it, 
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| have to— 

over and over and over again 

no matter how hard I try to stop. 

I suppose 

the best things in life 

offer 

something bigger than yourself. 

How hard it is 

for the worker ant to call himself a worker ant: 
“The ant’s centaur in his dragon world.” 
And how can anyone listen to each other? 
No matter if 

it had been worthwhile... 

“No, Lam not Prince Hamlet, 

not was meant to be.” 

And I have seen the mermaids singing, 
each to each, and 

“T do not think that they will sing to me.” 
But then, 

it doesn’t matter, does it? 

I still want to go there. 

I still search for that elusive computer game. 
I still search for the right lover 

ot how to love 

ot how to be happy, 

and I get up each morning, 

put my clothes on, 

and try it all over again. 

And somewhere, somehow, 

my mind races over the Cape Fear Bridge, 
and one day, before death, 
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I will find it. 
“So good to see you, Jean, 
so good to see you.” 
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‘THROUGH THE WINDOW... 


Light spills into the room 

past leaves 

and shiny metal 

onto shadows that dance around the walls 
spotlighted by a watching moon 


Black huddles in a corner 

behind a shelf 

and gathers itself together like dust 
as the glow of the stereo 

runs citcles around the bed 


Curtains move back and forth 
against the surface of the ceiling 

as blossoms 

drift in with the night, 

squeezing past holes behind the glass 


33 


JEAN JONES 


PoET/PICTORIAL 


Beyond the orange rust 

of the railroad tracks, 

past the miles of black tank cars, 
plumes of white smoke 

climb to touch the wings of birds. 


In the end 

all that’s left 

is a trace of oil 

that dissolves with rain 

into the mud-drenched earth. 


People have conceived in here, 

but things have died here too— 

from the cows whose eyes 

saw grey walls and shiny hooks 

to the scared boy who fell 

through the mouth of the hole on June 5, 1982, 
things have died here. 


He fell screaming into hell, 

into a huge pit 

where bricks, glass, and stones 
embraced him 

as an eagle embraces a rabbit. 

Warmth curdling in a pool of red 

to be destroyed by friends and fear 
into the cold night and watching moon. 
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It is a vast temple 

where unknown childten 

hold rituals at night, 

offering bottles and flesh to their 
red-eyed god 


while in the background two twin 

red and white towers from the nearby plant 
stand like sentinels 

over the garbage-covered roads, 

which zigzag through the trees 

like spokes on a bicycle wheel. 


Everyone always leaves 
things behind— 

scraps for miles and miles. 
A friend once told me 
that Hell is the place 
where everyone goes 


to find the things they’ve left behind— 


Scraps for miles and miles. 
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HEADING BACK DOWN THE CASPIAN 


My last memories are of a city on fire. 

I remember joking with my friends during 

the invasion in “41 that 

“T heard the Caspian was lovely this time of year.” 

I would remember that as I lay bleeding amidst 

a burning city, acrid black smoke choking my nostrils 
and half-dead horses screaming after being hit 

by artillery fire. 

I remember wanting to see the Caspian before I died. 


In my next life, I would get close to the Caspian, 

but not quite there. 

Since then, I have dreamed of returning, 

of laying out nets for sturgeon, 

of being a Russian fisherman 

amidst nightmares about being a German soldier raping 
a Russian sniper as she struggled to get back to her 
Mosin-Nagant rifle. 

I would awaken screaming and sweating. 

(I could not stop the screams of the horses in my head. 
Why? Why? Why? 

They had done nothing wrong.) 


I wish to return to the Caspian, 

to Baku where the Volga returns to the sea 

to see what’s left of the oil refineries 

and talk to the people about the old days, 

those who remember when we were threatening 
to take their homes, 

those people like me who thought them vermin. 
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Thank God they killed me. 

I wish to go back there and thank them 

and shoot a Mosin-Nagant 

like the rifle that killed me, like the sniper had 
before I could finish her off with my knife. 

I wish to go back there and see what’s left 

of my body, 

the part of me that lies unburied at Stalingrad 
and make peace with myself at last. 
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OUT OF THE STORM 


Out of the storm come only good things 

of, at least, 

beautiful to the human eye. 

From a distance, 

this is what we believe or would like to believe 
in a world small yet vast, 

where the purple waterspout on the horizon 
matches the purple 

around the eyes 

of the dead girl— 

her face and body the same 

as her rapist remembers 

in all his dreams and nightmares. 

This is not 

what the couple in the white Mercedes sees. 
They see the whirlwind descending on the horizon, 
an elephant lowering its trunk to the water 
and they see the trunk as beautiful. 

Far, far away in the distance, 

they cannot see the fish being sucked up 

in the vortex of the storm 

or the purple around the eyes 

of the dead girl 

buried in the sand, 

her mouth in the perfect ‘o’ of a stifled scream. 
No, the couple in the white Mercedes 

sees only the storm in the distance, 

and they conclude 

that out of the storm 
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come only good things 
ot, at least, 

beautiful 

to the human eye, 
from a distance. 
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THE CAR 


The body you have right now is unique. 
Your sex, your personality, 

your consciousness, 

all of them are unique. 

You only have them 

for the moment. 

This is like owning a car, 

and once the car stops, 

you’re dead. 

You'll never drive that car again. 
You'll never have that body again. 


Now what would you do with that car? 
Would you hate it at first and 

want to get another one? 

Would you party in that car like there’s 
no tomorrow and have a good time? 
Would you want to make sure 

that car gets treated well and 

get the oil changed on a regular basis? 
If so, I suppose you believe in a proper 
diet and exercise. 


The Buddhist will tell you 

not to get attached. 

Well, that’s pretty damned hard if all you 
can remember is driving that ove car. 
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I wanted to drive other cars. 
However, I’ve since gotten used to my own. 
I want to drive the hell out of my car, 
leave semen stains in the backseat, 
smoke clove cigarettes in the front, 
and occasionally, 

every once in a while, 

get an oil change. 

But when the car 

quits, I’d like to say 

that car was a beauty, and 

I had a good time in it. 


My favorite car was a’74 Dodge R/T 
I had in Maryland. 

I remember the time 

I drove those girls 

to the roller disco in Cumberland, 
playing AC/DC’s “Highway to Hell” 
on eight-track. 

My childhood friend Brian 

was too afraid to go. 

I was older than he was, and I knew it. 
And then the Dodge 

got its accelerator jammed 

in Frostburg, and I had to bail out of it 
by pulling off to the side of the road 
and putting the car in park 

and switching the keys off. 
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But it was a damn good car, 
and I remember it well. 


What about the Dodge truck that I 
took with me to grad school? 

It had a camper top on it 

and it took me, alone, all the way to Bowling Green, Ohio. 
I moved plenty of people. 

with that truck, 

and even though it broke down once, 
I got to Ohio, and 

even though I discovered 

I had asthma that same day, 

I loved that truck. 

It was fun to drive until I traded it 

in for $1000 to help a girlfriend. 


I wish to say that about my own life as well— 
I had a good time in this body. 

It wasnt perfect, 

but it was me, 

and I certainly had fun 

until trading it in at the end— 

because we now know 

what this journey is: 

a series of experiences—pleasant or not pleasant— 
but a journey nonetheless, 

so there’s no need to cling to anyone 
anymore. 

There’s no one needed to drive the car. 


The car moves on its own. 
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COWSKULL 


Inside an apartment, 
filled with potato smoke, 
a red-eyed boy listens 

to a women 

with grey hair 

tell a story 

of watching stars 


in Missouri. 


The woman’s eyes 

have the gravity of black holes. 
She cannot blink, 

and stars rush towards them 
like hawks stooping. 

“Will you grow old?” the boy 
asks. “When the hair goes,” 
she says. 

Nothing changes, 

pictures remain the same, 
year after year. 


The cowskull near her bedroom 
is the same color it was 

four years ago, 

and right now, for the moment, 
the boy’s eyes 

and the woman’s 

are exactly the same. 
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SINGULARITY 


I believe that Sam Ray’s death framed the essence of what 
is and isn’t wrong with human beings. He knew something 
was wrong, but there wasn’t much he could do about it, and 
there really wasn’t much that the other people who knew 
about him could do about it either. One could say Sam had 
a choice to live or kill himself, but that is the same as saying 
that Adam had a choice not to eat the apple. 


Who is not trapped in life? Did Sam really intend to kill 
himself? I think Sam was aware that he was on a stage, and 
that by seeing his life as an early Greek tragedy, he made it 
full of meaning. Because deep down inside he thought no 
one really cared at all. This is why I think he hung himself 
in a building full of people. My girlfriend told me that she 
suspected that he was afraid that his body would not be dis- 
covered for weeks if he killed himself at home. 


I think he grew to hate the people around him and that act 
was done as one final act of anger. I shit on you and your place, 
and now you will have to deal nith me, and I will flood your nostrils 
full of me, and you cannot escape no matter how hard you try. 

All I know is that I’m glad I didn’t have to find his body. 


Sometimes I think that Sam was a collapsing star, and if so, 
I wonder what he thought of as he approached singularity. 


I’ve heard that as an astronaut enters the event horizon of a 


black hole or collapsing stars, his time stops, and he is 
frozen forever in eternity. I wonder what Sam thought as he 
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died. Did he think that it had all been a futile waste of time? 
I see the seconds on his watch slow down until the last sec- 
ond freezes into eternity. I have not yet reached Sam’s event 
horizon. I have not yet been crushed like spaghetti. I have 
not yet had my final seconds freeze forever. 
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WATCHING SUSANN 


I remember watching Susann 

trying to prepare for death, 

reading books on death and dying, 

teaching it to her classes, 

and when her aunt 

(the woman who had taken care of Susann 

when her mother couldn’t) 

had her stroke 

and lingered between life and death, 

I saw Susann’s pain, 

and I felt for her 

because I knew 

it was like a hurricane: 

there’s no way to get adequate preparation. 

No matter how hard you planned 

the feelings 

were like a storm when they arrived, 

and when Susann’s dad died 

it was so absorbed, 

so unplanned— 

he, slumping over in the car, trying to back out of the 
shopping mall, 

and Susann’s mother witnessing it all. 

Susann told me later that her mother was institutionalized 

as a result. I thought 

of the horror, 

and that death comes like that. 

I have heard about it so many times. 

Marsha’s mother falling over getting gasoline for her car, 
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a woman’s husband dying while driving up to meet his wife 
and new baby, 

and Sam’s suicide, coming like a knock on the door in the 
eatly 

morning when a young women announces, “Sam’s dead. He 
hanged, 

himself in the studio,” 

and the disbelief, the shock. What is there to say? 

And the funeral and everyone’s crying and shocked or 
better, 

unsure why they are there because they never knew the 
person in 

the first place. 

It is absurd, 

absurd to prepare for but inevitable, 

like a hurricane brewing, growing, 

ot a friend who has always been by your side, 

ready to show his face 

at a moment’s notice. 
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SEARCH 


Somewhere somehow 

there is something 

past the rotting voices of the people I meet, 
past the dirty faces 

of the women who walk my street, 


past the empty wrappers along the sidewalk, 
past the children that dot my window, 

there is a place, 

a place where people are happy 

and are never alone at night, 


where comfort is not an empty bottle, 
where something lingers 

after the act 

no matter how small. 


And the smile she wears 


as she leaves 

is real after all. 

While the look 

from that seventeen-year-old 


in my room 


to that sixty-five year-old 
next door 

stays 

no matter 

what. 
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EVE 


Tknew 
how it would feel 
if she 


wrapped her small body 
around me, 
draining whatever heat 


I still held 
after swimming 
in that water for hours, 


chasing her, 
watching how 
her arms reflected the sun 


when they twisted 
in the air 
like snakes, 


and when we came back, 
out cold bodies tired, 
she would place 


her dripping body 


1ext to mine, 
her lips covered with salt 
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BEYOND GOOD & EVIL 


What do you picture beyond good and evil, 
beyond black and white, light and dark, plus, 
minus, rich, poor? 

I imagine myself sitting at a table with friends, 
rays of light each of them, 

and it doesn’t matter where we are, what time it is, 
what year it is 

because we 

are eternal rays of light 

that have traveled beyond our mortal bodies, 
beyond male and female, life and death, sick and well, 
beyond the body and concerns about it, 

beyond race, and what lies beyond death. 


We have all gone through countless lifetimes, 

sO no sorrow, no joy, would be unremembered. 
Instead, what we discuss would be our 

friendships, our thoughts, our knowledge of life, 

our existences. 

As if by discussing it, we become it, 

and just as the concept of light beings sitting at 

an eternal table was a thought concept, 

that concept of light beings would evaporate as soon 
as we thought we were stars transmitting thoughts to 
each other through the cosmos, 

our consciousness existing beyond the energy we were 
transmitting to feed the solar systems that have evolved 
around us. 
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All these were thoughts, all beyond the polarities of the 
children we had outgrown. 

Life, death, male, female, black, white, all beyond us, 

as if when we started on a journey we were on a boat, 
a ferry trying to get to the other side. 

When we attived, we realized the boat was 

the illusion necessary 

for us to get to the other side. 


When they changed, so did the lights at the table, 
so did the stars in the sky: 

all this in the twinkling of an eye— 

our voices, our thoughts. 

We had traveled nowhere. 
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You sit next to me 
at a white table, 
and we sit, smiling 


together, 
forever and ever and ever, 
and yet...yet 

something pulls me— 
your living self, 
this flesh from my skin, 

a mask 

with your body, 
a set of clothes 
I have worn 
at least twice. 
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THE EYE 


Within this vortex, 

we approach our own deaths, 

our memories strapped 

to out bodies 

like drivers strapped to their seats, 


our minds projecting out lives on a screen. 


And when it happens, 

when out minds flash 

the closing credits 

and we leave the theater 

(our own theater), 

we can see it: 

the brick wall, 

the light at the end of the tunnel, 
the approaching train. 
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THE DOUBLE IN THE MIRROR 


I’ve been told that 

before you die 

you see your double, 

that Catherine the Great 

saw her double and ordered her guards to 
kill that woman, 

and when they couldn’t find her, 
Catherine died. 

Well, I saw my double last night 

waiting for the light to turn: 

behind me was a man just like me, 

a bit heftier, I thought, but for all I know 
he was me, the way that others see me, 
or he could have been me 

if I had done a few things differently 

in my past. 

And next to him was a woman who was 
a dead ringer tor my ex, and she was 
twirling her hair like my wife does now 
when she gets bored, 

and this woman 

was trying to talk to my double, 

but he was staring forward at the road, 
right through the back of my neck, 

his eyes glazed over. 

So I turned and waved goodbye 

to one of my possible pasts 

when the light changed. 

Maybe I will die soon...maybe not. 
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All I know 

is that for now 

I’m glad about the choices I made, 
and like Frost wrote, 

“that has made all the difference.” 
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BIRTH OF THE SECOND 


I 

At the door of the library vista, 
a ball is filled with parading dancers. 
Long trains of mourners follow 
behind your eyes, fluttering 
towards the grandfather clock. 
A dark coat, a short moustache. 
We hear the balls chime. 

It is 

just as it was 

the first time. 


II 

When I was a child 

alone at the park, 

when I was nine and saw the hedges 
for the first time: 

in my backyard with my G.I. Joes 
and that remote-controlled tank, 

I tossed you out on a parachute, 
and you cracked in two 

against the sidewalk. 
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I 
You were in Virginia’s eyes 
when I touched her for the first time. 
You were Lea in the cemetery 
when she sat naked by the tombstones. 
You wete Lisa, alone at the Airlie after dark. 
What is the Airlie? couldn’t find it anywhere! 
You were Susan doing somersaults 
along the beach. 


IV 

You were the night 

and all the things that wandered 
in it through my mind: 
vampires, succubi, and other 
women of the night, 

that ten-year-old girl 

who lived in the trailer 

next to me 

calling out my name, 

the moon transformed 

into a cigat-shaped cloud, 


a crop of tentacles that erupted 
from a slow, revolving sky 

as I lay in bed alone, 

all alone waiting for you. 
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Mystery I 


In Revelation, you are revealed as mystery 

about to be consumed by fire, 

yet John 

“wondered with great admiration” 

at your “purple and scarlet.” 

Why? 

Because he, like all men, like myself, 

wanted you, and he hated himself for it, 

his loins urging him to join you 

and be one with you in your belly 

where all life begins, 

where each man wants to return, 

yet cannot, except for brief periods of time. 

You, whose womb will never be denied. 

You, who control us like puppets. 

You, whom I served once before as Captain 

when you were Queen in Egypt, 

when you picked men like me 

to bear your standard and lust. 

You, who, for my allegiances, gave me a captive to call my 
own and whom you made me undress 

in front of you 

for pleasure. 

I remember. 
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Mystery II 


Since I was young 

I have worshipped you, 

grabbing between my legs 

to discover your touch. 

Iran to you 

to escape, 

to forget a father who sank his ego into a Maryland motel 

only to see it turned into a parking lot, 

a father who now exists as a Fisher King, groaning in his litter, 

and my mother, jealous because no love was shown to a 
woman 

who could no longer receive my father’s seed, 

locked herself away 

in a tower in her room, 

teaching me to hate all women, 

which I did 

until I met you 

in my dreams, 

at night, 

showing me where to put my hands 

to touch you. 
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MYSTERY V 


for Candy 
The light covers your face, 
the light of surrender, 
your face God-like, 
and I know your words are only words 
and that your hair is just black, 
but somewhere, behind those eyes, 
I feel you, swimming with wyscery, 
you who enjoys laying on a bed for no reason 
except to listen to music, 
you who talk of the Nile while playing a white piano, 
your voice as serene as Kore the maiden’s was when she 
sang about the dying king 
who rules this country in the disguise of money, 
where garbage grows faster than trees, 
and the only thing emptier than the life here 
is the attempt people make to fill it with meaning: 
fast cars, television preachers, and land. 
You tell me that to live is to feel. 
I say, no. 
To live is to let go, 
to jump into the ocean and swim, 
to be with Aphrodite in the waves, 
but I can see Kore and Eve immediately behind 
those thoughts of yours, and soon I think, 
when they leave, you will know... 


you will know what to do. 
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AWAKENING 


The bull white 

horns 

of the waxen moon 

stare back at me 

in your voice: 

tell me, 

what leopards cutl beside you? 


What third eye 
vlistens in your voice? 
What owls curl beside your bed? 


The Three of Pentacles opens your reading, 
aud the Three of Wands crosses you. 
The page of Wands is your goal 

or destiny. 

Who is he? 

Is it Oscar Wilde? 

Is it the Angel? 

“T have dreams of a ruse, 

aud talling down 

a loug 

flizht of steps.” 
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HopgE 


Is it true that we’re just pretending to be alone? 
I’ve always hated 

bars 

because they’ve always 

made me feel alone, 

and I get 

so tired 

of every phony thing, 

and everyone strikes me 

like a hall of mirrors. 

What gets me to believe 

are occasional fair souls, 

lovers of poetry 

like Ziggy and Yvette. 

Why is it that you give me so much hope? 

I know we all want to be famous or good or both. 
I know how despicable it is to be some lousy poetaster, 
and yet, some are. 

“And yet, yet,” as Jarrell would say, 

“I have seen the corn king beckoning to his spring queen.” 
What can I say? 

Some just have heart, I guess. 

Persistence, desire. 

I understand why D,J. draws instead of writes, 
but I have not yet given up. 

I believe as Ziggy does— 

that the pure soul 

that drifts up 

from moments of pure poetry that is spoken 
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leaves a spectacle in the air, 

a balloon 

in which the soul, 

as it climbs towatd heaven, 

is a spectacle for the eyes 

to watch, that moment when the people in the bar 
stare transfixed, 

and we watch dumbfounded, 

and God bless us all in the end. 
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SOURCE 


Thanks to Dorothy 
There are labyrinths 
the mind can never decipher 
or discover, 
vast vaults of human knowledge 
buried in file cabinets 
no clerk or librarian 
will ever touch. 
There, at the lowest point, 
where from the top of a cliff 
one sees the bottom 
like a huge dark well below, 
there one sees the meaning of life, 
that speck of creation, 
that vanishing point at the edge of the horizon, 
that place one can never reach. 
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WHAT Do I WANT? 


Id like you, 

with that long black hair, 
to take me and swallow me up, 
so ’m in you, covered with you, 
black smoke drifting 
through my lungs, 

black fluid filling 

my nose, and I’m taken up, 
past the roofs and skyways 
of this forgotten city, 

past the long bridge 
bringing in miles of traffic, 
past the memories I have 
of this town, 

into the future, 

that long dark road 

back into the womb, 
where out mouths lie 
coveted with dirt, 

where the wet earth 

lies eager 

to take us all 

back home 

in the end. 
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FoR ORPHEUS 


You were the son of Calliope and Apollo, 
the greatest musician, 

whose songs 

could charm wild beasts, 

coax rocks and trees 

into movement, 

and when the Argo had to pass 

the island of the Sirens, 

it was your music 

that saved a crew from destruction. 


Why did you chase Eurydice? 

Did you think you could bring her back 
from the dead? 

Why did you look back 

and make her vanish 

from your sight forever? 


Did you charm the rocks 

that flew from the Maenads’ hands 
at your face and body? 

How did it feel 

to be torn to pieces? 

Why did you keep singing? 

Where did you land on Lesbos? 


What do you think of us 


who dare to follow in your footsteps now, Orpheus? 
Would you coax the ground to swallow us? 
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Would you send the Maenads after us? 
Would you come after us if we died? 
Would you play your lute in Hades for us? 


Would you look back on us with contempt? 


“Farewell?” 


I can barely hear your response. 
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MAJOR ARCANA: THE WORLD 


I have discovered what I have always known 
to be true: 

that you—beneath the sheets, 
tearing at me with that reptile 
brain of yours— 

mean more than a thousand books 
under my name, 

that all this, writing included, 

is a filthy game, 

that the sun on my arms 

feels warmer than you'll ever know, 
that the most important thing 

is letting go inside you. 

When all eyes turn heavenward 

in search of oblivion 

and no matter what 

we are all puppets 

pulled by the strings of Kali, 

that the only thing that matters 

is the spark behind your eyes 
which I call love, 

where exists that only moment of salvation, 
where what I have is yours 

and what you have is mine 

and what we share is heaven 


for now. 
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THE PoEt’s DEATH 


It comes to a point 
when you can’t feel it 
anymote, 

when old passions 
and new dreams 

ate the same, 

and there’s nothing inside 
but routine 

and loneliness. 

When old poems 

state and echo 

like ghosts in the mirror 
and dead people 

in photographs. 

And you try and try, 
but all you have 

to wtite about 

is the ghostly presence 
of a vague feeling 
once felt, 

and you can’t feel it 


anymore. 
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